He Waited an Hour to Shoot 


Bremer’s Diary 

snout up. 


At Nixon: 


“I planned all along to get 
nim at the airport as he ad- 
dressed the happy, eager 
crowd...I will shoot him 
right over the shoulder of 
that cop.. .Would the assassin 
get a good view?” 

Thus wrote Arthur H. Bre- 
mer of his plan to assasinate ; 
President Nixon last April. 
The account is contained in 
a 114-page handwritten 
diary that was read yester- 
day into the record of Bre- 
mer’s trial by defense attor- 
ney Benjamin Lipsitz. Bre- 
mer is accused of shooting 
Gov. George C. Wallace on 
May 15. 

The diary, a narrative that 
includes a jumble of flash- 
backs, musings, thoughts 
and detailed reporting, cov- 
ers the period from April 4 
to May 13. H?re are excerpts 
compiled from stenographic 
notes taken by Washington 
Post staff member Maureen 
Joyce: 

Bremer arrives in Ottawa , 
apparently April 13, the day 
President Nixon flew into 
Uplands airport to begin a 
threeday Canadian state 
visit. A policeman directs 
Bremer to a place along the 
route from the airport to t!*e 
city: 

“It was ‘a long wait, 40 
minutes, maybe an hour. 
Stayed out of the car 10 
minutes, fingers got 
numb...That would not do. 

“President Nixon’s Lin- 
coln Continental and all 
cops and guards going...I 
will shoot rjght over the 
shoulder of that cop. I was 
conscious of my hands. Did 
not want to keep them in 
...’did not know if ‘stop and 
frisk’ law in effect or what 
rights were as an American. 

“Would the assassin get a 
good view? Everyone moved 
in close (as the motorcade 
approached.) Went by be- 
fore I knew it like a snap of 
the finger...I walked back to 
my car. I had missed him 
that day, the best day to 
make the attempt was what 
I thought.” 

“The news next day (said) 
there were very sparse, un- 
waving crowds. Began shop- 
5! ng x for a democrat to 


‘Security beefed up . . . 
It s this that I blame for per- 
sonal responsibility in fail- 
ing my attempt ...” 

Later the same day: 
“Walked around and ran 
into art gallery. Not sure I 
would have a chance to get 
Nixon in Canada after miss- 
ing him on my target date. 

“Out of gallery, walked 
down street. A woman, mid- 
dle age, gave me an antiwar - 
anti-Nixon leaflet. You stu- 
pid bitch, stop this useless 
nothing form of protest. I 
will show you something 
really effective. Lots of leaf- 


lets around over the years. 
What have they accom- 
plished? I looked away and 
walked on. Wonder what they 
would have done had they 
read my mind. Was Nixon 
really afraid ... of them? 

“They are nothing, the 
new establishment, wearing 
new suits and staying polite. 
Now that’s rebellion!” 

Later , Bremer stood out- 
side the American Embassy 
oh the chance Nixon might 
be inside. 

“I did not, want to attract 
too much attention standing 
here . . . waiting for Nixon. 
Highly concerned with my 
appearance yesterday. Want- 
ed to shake the shit out of 
the Secret Servicemen with 
my calmness. All these 
things were important to 
me . . . Does the world re- 
member that Sirhan’s (Rob- 
ert F. Kennedy’s assassin) 
tie was once stained?” 

The diary then describes 
Bremer waiting outside a 
government building most of 
the afternoon of April 14 , 
while some demonstrators 
protested -. He spots what he 
thinks are Secret Service - 
m e n photographing the 
crowd: 

“He should have photo- 
graphed the quiet ones. 
Never pointed his camera at 
me. Saw two Secret Service- 
men ... So easy to find. 
Crowd passed close to barri- 
mn nnf trving 
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to get through barricade. 

“Nixon would never come 
up and shake hands with 
such a crowd. Something I 
had hoped he would do 
sometime during his trip . . . 

“Noticed two Secret Serv- 
icemen with binoculars on 
top of the embassy. Mocked 
the whole security system 
. . . they looked at me 
through binoculars. 

“That night Nixon went 
to a concert in his honor at 
the art center. I walked 
around on my way to dinner. 
While wearing a sweaty tee 
shirt, some of the fun and 
glamour would definitely 
be worn off.” 

By strolling “into press 
room like I belong there,” 
Bremer discovered Nixon 
was scheduled to sign a 
treaty Saturday morning be- 
fore departing for Washing- 
ton. 

“At this time, I was begin- 
ning to think of following 
Nixon to Washington ... 
Get him at 9:25, signing a 
Great Lakes treaty . . .” 

Bremer stood outside the 
building where the signing 
was taking place. 

“Not enough people there 
for my taste. Walked past 
cops and dopey Secret Serv- 
icemen with my gun. 

“Nixon was leaving, driv- 
ing out of gate just 20 yards 


to my right. Secret Service 
fj d d ,, a - 2 onf usion . Gar- , 
bled voice came oVer wa1 ’ I 
kie-talkies. They force a 
man to hold back the crowd 
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“I (watched) him for a suc- 
cessful attempt. Waiting for 
him to come out that last 
time, I even thought of kill- 
ing as many Secret Service- 
men as I could . . . Some- 
thing to show for my efforts 
ktong them right in front 
of Nixon ... 

‘‘ VVas "°t sure my .38 (pis- 
tol) would go through glass. 
iJid not want to get killed 
for nothing ...” 

Bremer sees a man with a 
camera whom he is con- 
vinced is an agent filming 
the crowd. 

“He was certain the lens 
was pointed at me between 
tile eyes. Maybe this was it. 

The big guy got me to turn 
light into the lens so ‘this 
man was in Ottawa when 
Nixon was . . .’ 

Thought it would be cute 
to do a Charlie Chaplin 
walk, maybe even call after 
the big fell, ‘Hey, stupid, I 
am leaving . . . Come on.’ 

"Always some of the clumsy 
and confused Secret Service 
always in the back of my 
brain The Secret Service 
(may have) known my name, 

MA d ^ ess ’ etc ” a phone call to 
MAC (Milwaukee Athletic 
Club) and they knew I was 
unemployed ... All together 
enough little tidbits to ques- 
tion me. I don’t remember 
being nervous . . . Being 

One page of the diary said 
only: ‘Just another goddam 
failure.” 

Later , Bremer wrote: “But 
I want them all to know I 

SJSf * W* *ot and not a 
little shot ... I am tired of 
writing about it . . . what I 
was going to do . . . What I 
failed to do. What I failed to 
do agam and again. 

1 am as important as the 
start of World War . . . j Ust 


neeaea a little opening ana a 
single shot there . . . nothing 
has happened for so long 
three months ... 

. pother entry : “I had a 
bad pain m left temple just 
in front . . . I had one night- 
inare, bad, frightening, 

ain’MfVi; that ’ S "tebtmares, 
am t it? Almost never dream 
and now I am . # . i do 
It’s terrible . . . kept mp 
awake for a long time . . . 
half awake . . . everything 
drags on . . . drags on ... it 
was all supposed to be over 
now ...” 

A later entry: “I g 0 crazv 
with delight when I hear new 
record, You shot me 
here I shot you with my .38 
and now I’d doing time . . .” 


